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What profit lies in barren faith,

And vacant yearning, tho' with might
To scale the heaven's highest height,

Or dive helow the wells of Death ?

What find I in the highest place,

But mine own phantom chanting hymns ?

And on the depths of death there swims
The reflex of a human face.

I '11 rather take what fruit may be
Of sorrow under human skies:
*Tis held that sorrow makes us wise,

Whatever wisdom sleep with thee.

cvn
HEART-AFFLUENCE in discursive talk
From household fountains never dry;
The critic clearness of an eye,
That saw thro' all the Muses' walk ;
Seraphic intellect and force
To seize and throw the doubts of man;
Impassion* d logic, which outran
The hearer in its fiery course;
High nature amorous of the good,
But touch* d with no ascetic gloom ;
And passion pure in snowy bloom
Thro* all the years of April blood;
A love of freedom rarely felt,
Of freedom in her regal seat
Of England, not the schoolboy heat,
The blind hysterics of the Celt;
And manhood fused with female grace
In such a sort, the child would twine,
A trustful hand, unask'd in thine,
And find his comfort in thy face ;